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'clearing,' and who had forgotten, or misunderstood, what the red thread meant, and had particularly bent his energies to 'howking' up, not the many worthless plants all about, but as many of the precious vanilla plants as time had permitted! Fortunately, they were not wholly destroyed, but Fanny had to replant them again, and hope for the best
It was too wet underfoot for me to get about much, unfortunately, and on Monday afternoon such a deluge of rain came on, accompanied by thunder and lightning, that I was half afraid I should be storm-stayed at Vailima, while all my possessions went back to Sydney with the steamer. Luckily it cleared for a short time early on Tuesday morning, and soon after 6 A.M. I rode down to Apia, guided by a very pleasant native ' boy ' called Lafaele, which is Samoan for Raphael. Lloyd met me, and conveyed me on board the Lubeck; he has been living in Apia for a few days, having been pressed into service by the American consul, who in certain cases has to get two American citizens to help or advise with him. I wonder if I told you that, when Lloyd came to Samoa, he had for fellow-travellers the English and German land-commissioners, and they all got on well together, and nicknamed him Brother Jonathan. . . .
I left Louis much better, but I am vexed to think that there is still a month of the wet season before him. If only he gets through